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Margaret Kratzer
Resentment
Tuesday
Room 221, the room is freezing, probably like 65°, way too cold for me. We sent in many
complaints but they never fix it, if it wasn’t so cold maybe this room wouldn’t seem as creepy.
Melissa complains about it for hours every, everything would be way easier if she would just
get an extra blanket. It’s really late, like 2 am late, but I can’t sleep. A hand, I see a hand, on the
door on Mel’s side. The hand leads into her closet, it’s too dark to see anything. It’s a black
hand, not moving, just waiting there.
Wednesday
It’s cold again, I have 3 blankets on and socks but my toes just can’t stay warm. Mel tripped
over a table when she opened the door this morning, which caused her to twist her ankle. I
wonder if that hand was meant for her. What did the hand belong to and what did it want? The
hand was back tonight but its closer to her bed this time. Does it want to hurt her? It’s the same
as last time but now I can see more arm. The body of the hand is just beyond view.
Thursday
It’s bone chilling tonight, Mel and I had to buy new blankets today so that we wouldn’t freeze
over-night. The floor in the bathroom was wet today and Melissa almost fell, but she’s ok. Her
ankle is recovering well. It’s closer. I can see the whole body tonight, standing directly in front
of the closet. It’s tall, looming by the door. I can’t see a face. It’s turned towards Mel’s bed just
looking at her sleeping. I can’t tell what it wants. It just stares, and takes no action to move
closer.
Friday
Melissa had a headache today, and she’s been in bed all day. We couldn’t figure out what it
was. We were arguing when she began to feel the headache and had to sit down. The air is
getting worse I think, but have grown to prepare for the cold. Tonight, it has let go of the door.
The figure is standing at the foot of Melissa’s bed. It’s not too close to her bed, but both hands
are at its side. What would it do if it reached her bed? I just stare at it tonight wondering what
will happen tomorrow?
Saturday
Mel infuriated me today. She always ignores me and I told her today she was being
overdramatic with her injuries. She always acts so innocent, but I know she is an awful person.
The air is the coldest it’s ever been, making sleeping impossible, but I don’t want to sleep
anyways. The darkness has reached her. It stands directly in front of her bed, blocking her from
view, her bed engulfed in the dark. I called her name, and as it turns I stare into my own eyes. I
look at the knife to my left, tonight she won’t wake up.

